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struggling and fighting for dear life: and
H-----and his party fell on them and
killed them.
Then turning to the traitorous remnant,
" What dirt have you eaten ! Oh children
of owls! " and he " smote them also, hip
and thigh."
Before utterly and unreservedly con-
demning this undoubtedly savage action,
I would beg the reader to remember that
in this Mutiny war no quarter was given
on either side. We looked, and rightly
looked, upon the mutineers, not as honest
enemies, but as foul and cruel murderers
for whom to die by the sword was too
good a fate, and whose only fit end was
on the gallows* If they had confined
themselves to a revolt against the Go-
vernment, and in attempting it had
slaughtered their officers and all men
who tried to suppress it, they would not
have placed themselves outside the pale
of mercy; but since they had butchered
our defenceless women and children, we
would have been more than human, we
would have been less than men, if we had